








“I wanted to make an honest picture, without lies, that might have 
been worth something to everyone. I wanted to bury what is rotten in all of 
us. But when you come down to it I’m incapable of burying anything. I 
want to say everything, and I have nothing to say. And now here I am with 
this tower on my hands and complete confusion in my brain. I wonder how 
I lost my way. Rossella, why don’t your spirits help me? You always used 
to say they had messages for me.” 

“Your approach to them is too childish—you’re too curious. They 
always say the same thing: you’re free, but you have to choose; and you 
haven’t much time left. You must hurry!” 


Monday, September 24 =Another segment of Marcello air-borne: then 
a short day at Cinecitta remaking takes against a scrim with Claudia: 
there were spots on her face. In the evening Guido Alberti collects a num- 
ber of us as an official delegation from the film to go see Yvonne Casadei, 
alias Jacqueline Bonbon, in her vaudeville act at the old Alfieri Theater. 


September 25 —_ Like so many of my Italian and foreign colleagues, 
I am going to appear in Guido’s press conference. At eight in the morning, 
work goes on in the makeup department set up for secondary actors and 
extras, to the sound of recorded music. 

The circus ring is still in place, but the musicians’ platform has been 
dismantled, and their music stands have been replaced by a long table, the 
top of which is a mirror on which there are several models of missiles. 

As always, the sequence begins with the arrival of the characters. But 
this is no routine entrance. Guido tries to sit stubbornly on the ground, but 
he is half-carried, half-dragged the whole length of the road to the tower 
by Agostini and Cesarino, between two rows of cars glistening in the sun. 
A crowd of reporters closes in on him, and there is no escape. On a very 
high scaffold at the end of the road, a miniature orchestra blares out the 
music that announced Signora Carla’s arrival in Cecchignola, the “Saber 
Dance.” Beside the orchestra is a propeller mounted on a trolley. When 
the camera starts, it will whip up a wild wind round the actors. 

Once again it is Fellinian confusion at its most baroque. 
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